I am invisible.

You see those two right there?  Yeah, the one in the gap t-shirt and the other ditz next to her.  They don’t see me.  They recognize me, sure, but only as the caricature of myself that gets noticed by the outside world.  I’ll probably never be seen, at least, by anyone of any importance anyway.  Who is important?  Myself, I guess, maybe there is someone else burning out, seeing what life is and the flaw of humanity, their key trait.  Maybe someone else worth talking to.

 To make this existence bearable, you have to ignore the key trait of humanity.  

People are dumb. 

Example- just this year, a man smashed the butt of his shotgun through his girlfriends windshield because she tried to leave him.  It was loaded.  He doesn’t have a face anymore. Or a pulse.  Stupid.  Something I cant bring myself to ignore.  Do you want more proof?  The best body man in Illinois was shot and killed a month ago in Aurora.  He was buying drugs for his friends.  Dumb.  The dealer unloaded the gun on him.  

One person.  

Hemmingway had the right idea.  Drunk.  Good and drunk is the only way to exist.  He must have been caught with out a bottle.  In Idaho.  Women are the catch.  If my body wasn’t a slave to it’s animalistic urges I could live a hermit, alone, and drunk stupid, however my body forces me into society and too conform to the low man’s world.  See. Even I am not immune.  Drunk stupid.  I forget then.  Burning out is dumb.  If I was smart, I’d kick clean and try do save humanity.  But then, I am smart.  Nobody would listen.  Or hear.  One or the other, 

I don’t really care which.  

Burn Outs are those that see too much and comprehend the stupidity, wishing fervently that it were contagious.  And, in small quantities, it is.  Look at Q101.  Hitler had the right idea, and the wrong methods.  If he bashed a few mangled power chords out to some off key, unintelligible lyrics with ragged drumming and a stoned off his ass bassist, he’d have taken over America in two minutes, forty-five seconds, or however long his song would have been.  

Don’t believe me?  Ask Gavin Rossdale.  

I’ll sit here and drink myself invisible, Wake up tomorrow, invisibly smile at my friends, invisibly go to an invisible job, drink myself invisibly stupid, and write some more invisible literature that will get published by the invisible publisher in a nonexistent reality.                                                                         

I am protected, rendered invisible by your stupidity.  I don’t have to worry about underage drinking.  People are doing it to be just like me.  They’re dumb, they’ll get caught.  Serve up enough bait and the stupid people think their problems solved.  Then everyone else continues to drink or do whatever illicit substance they prefer.  At least I can still think strait when I’m drunk- even if I can’t walk strait.  I’m going to bed.  After I finish this bottle.  See you in the morning,

The one in that empty desk next to you
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